Thr Flight of the "Ilia Mourornetz" to Kiev    rzi
with all four motors at full power, we would reach
400 to 500 feet, a rough air-pocket would again throw
the ship down to some 200 feet or less. It was stifling
hot in the cabin. I was tired after only fifteen minutes
of this and I could not get any higher than a few
hundred feet. I asked my mechanic and Captain
Prussis to stay in the main cabin and to be ready for
my order to throw overboard cans containing petrol
and, if necessary, spare parts, because all the water and
extra oil were already gone.
A few minutes later my mechanic rushed into the
pilot's cabin. Glancing at his face I realized that
something was seriously wrong- He was pointing to
the rear of the right inboard engine. Looking in that
direction I saw the cause of his worry. The petrol
tube was broken through a few inches from the car-
burettor, and the fuel was streaming out.
The engine was still running at full power during
that second, but before we could do anything it started
backfiring a couple of times, and before it went dead
the exhaust flame, or possibly the backfire, ignited the
petrol leaking out of the pipe. A huge flame about
twelve feet long sprang out, touching the surface of
the wing and encircling the wooden strut.
Lavrov and Panasiuk quickly climbed out on the
wing and began to fight the flames with their over-
coats. Lavrov stepped on the engine frame and,
bending over the still strong flame, reached the shut-
off valve and closed the fuel line. After this, working
furiously with their overcoats, the two men finally
succeeded in checking the fire.
We were less than 400 feet high, flying over woods,
and the overloaded ship, with one dead motor, was